ACT ONE
And. his blood was running,
Oh, more than the water.
WIFE:
Carnation, sleep and dream,
the horse won't drink from the stream.
MOTHER-IN-LAW:
My rose, asleep now lie,
the horse is starting to cry.
WIFE:
He never did touch
the dank river shore
though his muzzle was warm
and with silvery flies.
So, to the hard mountains
he could only whinny
just when the dead stream
covered his throat.
Ay-y-y, for the big horse
who didn't like water!
Ay-y-y, for the snow-wound
big horse of the dawn!
MOTHER-IN-LAW:
Don't come in! Stop him
and close up the -window
with branches of dreams
and a dream of branches.
WIFE:
My baby is sleeping.
MOTHER-IN-LAW:
My baby is quiet,
WIFE:
Look, horse, my baby
has him a pillow.
MOTHBR-IN-LAW:
His cradle is metal.
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